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Phelim's Petition. 
Tune — You know Tm your Prieſt, &c. 
LOND ID CDC DNR CDNAS? 
Wherever I'm going, and all the day long, 


Abroad, or at home, or alone in a throng, 
I find that my paſſion's ſo lively and firong, 


That your name, when I'm ſilent, runs ſlill in wy ſong. 


Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I (aw you I take no repoſe ; 

I ſleep all.the day to forget half my woes; 

So hot is the flame in my boſom which lows, 

By St. Patrick I fear it will burn through my clothes. 


Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me. 


In mv conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Ualeſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 


And grant the petition your lover does crave, 


Who never was free till you made him your ſlaye. 


Sing Balinamone or, Balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me. 


On that happy dav, when I make you my bride, 
With a —_—_ long ſword, how I'll ſwagger and 
ride 
In a coach and fix horſes with honey 111 ride, 
As befure you I walk to the church by your fide. 
Sing Balinamone ora, Balinamone ora, 
Your lily-white fiſt for me, | 


FOWLER, PAINTER, SALISBURY. 
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